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who fled out of my way, and I sped on
with a laugh Outside the town for a few
short minutes we stopped, and we shared a
cottager's bread between us and some beer
that was cursedly sour Cordieu > I think
the horse loved the race as much as I

We were off again, through a wood, and
out again into the open, on, and on, and on,
with a red sky blazing at us in the west and
the mist thickening in the hollows The
colour died away, the mist grew darker,
and still we pressed on The bandage
slipped down my thigh, and prickly pains
came up that leg, but what cared I ? We
were nearing Breuthe' Yes, but should
we reach it together ? My brave horse was
labouring hard, and his flanks were heav-
ing, so that I knew his last bolt was all but
shot. The mist grew blacker and thicker in
front, like a wall across the path I stood
up0 in my saddle.

" CQme on, boy, come on'" I cried,
and he quickened a little. A sharper pain
came in my leg. I seemed to hear shouts
all round me

" Curse it, Vitelli, we win, we win 1"